Dear Diary... 


Author: Midnight Fantasy 

Bands: Guns N Roses 

Characters: Axl Rose, Slash, Duff McKagan, Izzy Stradlin 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sun Oct 24 2004 14:37:57 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Broken up. 


The rain pattered on the window like music. Little drum beats that danced against the glass and reminded me 


of summer. Summer rain-English summer rain. 


It was like an orchestra in fact. The rain, not to mention the howling winds that made me feel even more 


thankful towards the hot, cushiony comfort of the sofa that squished beneath the palms of my hands. 
Utter relaxation. 


| hadn't had a moment like this in so long. My bone's ached against the burgundy fabric, my arm fell limp to 
the side of the settee and | let my hand wander the floor until it found the remote control. 


As soon as it hit the familiar curves of the remote | quickly snatched it up and pointed it at the television, 


turning over the pointless ‘Childs learning programme’ that bombarded the screen. 


Everything seemed like total shit on the television today, which put a damper on my dreamy and comfortable 
state of mind and brought me crashing back to reality like a bombshell 


"DUFF!" | shouted, shifting my position so that | was resting my bushy curls on my hand and was leaning on 
my elbow. Staring at the remarkably white and fully opened door, which | hoped the bassist might appear at 
suddenly to answer my call to him. But that was wishful thinking. 


"What Slash?" a loud moan resounded from the blonde in the next room, which sounded like he had just been 


awoken from a peaceful sleep, and was annoyed at the disturbance. 


‘Come in here," | shifted position again, pulling up my entire body so that | was sitting straight, head in my 
hands. 


A few grunts and snorts made themselves heard from the Bassist that wanted me to know that he wasn't 
happy, before he showed up in his boxers, half naked at the door. Scratching his head, a bottle of Vodka in his 
left hand and a cigarette held poised in the other. 


"You've got some fucking nerve getting me up at this time!” Duff laughed, walking over to me and tapping me 
on the shoulder in a gesture that | should give him some space on the sofa. 


"Duff, it's four o'clock in the afternoon," | muttered. 


| shifted over to the side and he sat beside me, a smile painted on his face as he looped an arm around me 


and pulled me closer to his chest. 
"You alright?" | asked, trying to push him away. 


There was a minute of silence when the bassist just looked at his cigarette. An all-knowing expression on his 
baby-like face as his eyes traced over the burning ashes at the end of the stick, all the way down to where 
his fingers were holding it gently. 


"No," he said finally, looking from his cigarette up to me and frowning slightly, before leaning back on the sofa 
and taking a huge gulp from his Vodka. 


His answer took me by surprise. | could almost feel my pupil's narrow in my eyes as he answered the question 
that | thought would have a simple enough answer. Yet the fact that Duff said he wasn't all right just made 


the whole thing a complicated mess to me. 


| shrugged slightly, looking at the blonde who was staring up at the lemon coloured ceiling with big, brown, 


innocent eyes. 


"Well..what's the matter?" | asked quietly, looking at his bared, heaving chest. His breathing seemed very 


shallow and constricted. 


"Well." Duff said, sighing deeply and flicking his still lit cigarette to the hotel floor. Leaving dark smudges on the 


créme carpet, "Mandy and me are getting a divorce." 


I'l admit, it took a second for me to remember who Mandy was. But when it came to me, 


"Holy fuck dude! That's fucking..fucked up!" | stuttered, putting my hands to my forehead and rubbing my 
temples lightly, just trying to process this information 


"Yeah," Duff nodded, agreeing with the unusual comforting of the statement, "It is fucked up," he lit another 
cigarette and quickly downed the last of the vodka. 


"You guys seemed kinda tight. guess I'm asking..why?" | rubbed my arm somewhat self-consciously as the 


bassist drilled a hole in me with an icy stare. 

He almost cut me with that stare, but he just turned away back to concentrating on his cigarette, "I dunno," 
he shrugged, raising his eyebrows as he stuck the little smoke-stick between his lips and brought the flame of 
his lighter up to ignite it. 

Duff seemed very calm about all this. It was very disturbing actually, how well he was taking it. Usually Duff 
would be quite emotional about stuff like this, but it was like he was numbed by it. He seemed so raw and 


blunt, so empty. He seemed almost..hollow. 


| put my hand on his reassuringly and smiled as he shifted his gaze towards me. 


"Duff..you don't have to act tough on front of me," | nodded at him, shifting closer to his stiff body and 


wrapping my arms around him. 

But suddenly, he jerked away from my touch. Putting his hand up to my chest and pushing me slightly back, 
"No Slash. Don't come too close please. Okay, please?" Duff said, eyebrows knotting slightly. 

| frowned, moving back from him to give him some space. 

After twenty minutes of utter and uncomfortable silence, | finally stood up from the sofa and walked past the 
mesmerised blonde, who was just lying back in the couch, blank expression quilting his face as his hands lay at 


either side of him, cigarette slightly burning the couch. 


| needed out of that room, no matter what. Duff was ready to explode, | knew it. | could practically feel the 


tension, anger, stress; hurt building up in the room and it was all electrifying. 


Duff loved Mandy, and | had no idea what the hell could've been wrong with their relationship. It all seemed so 
perfect. 


Well..most times it seemed perfect. Other times | can say that lm not that surprised they broke up. Both of 
them had very different perspectives on things, and that wasn't good in Duff's way of thinking. They were 


very complex people, and that didn't make a very happy environment for their relationship. Each person had a 
very specific regime that they needed to tend to and they just didn't have enough time for each other. In 
some ways..maybe it's better they broke up. 


But then again, | never thought they belonged together. Ever since that one night before they got married, 


when Duff said to me he loved her in a platonic way. Meaning he wasn't attracted to her anymore. 


| thought he was drunk but looking back on it, | can't remember Duff drinking anything that night, surprisingly. 


Maybe it was his nerves? | don't think I'll ever know now. 
One thing's for sure, he won't stay calm for long. Duff has his own ways of getting stress out of his system. 
Lets just say, | shouldn't expect to come back to a tidy room. 


Disclamer: none of these characters are mine. 


TBC 


Ways fo forget. 


Dear Diary 


‘So theyre just getting divorced?" lzzy asked, for what seemed to be the millionth time. 


| nodded, looking towards Axl who was sitting back in his chair, looking relaxed and carefree as he puffed like a 
steam train on his cigarette, coughing every once and a while fo show that he was still listening 


"Yeah they are," | said, answering Izzy's question while still looking at Axl 

| cocked my head to the side to inspect him further, tracing my eyes along the delicate Ines of his jaw and wishing 
that | could reach out and touch him again. Once wasn't enough, was it? Hardly! He was fucking addictive, and Ive 
been itching fo get my tongue back down his throat. But to no avail, for he has never once given me another 
chance. So what | let my lust get the better of me *once *? Its not lke | raped him! It was one fucking little, 
insignificant kiss! It didnt matter..to him. It didnt matter to him at all! But it mattered to me. 

| came crashing out of my thoughts as Izzy's hand slapped my shoulder. 

"What the fuck?" | asked agitatedly at being torn away from my imagination 


lzzy's grave face turned stony as | turned fo face him, "You weren't paying fucking attention man, too busy looking 
at that!" zzy pointed to Axl, who looked up at lzzy's gesture then looked at me. 


Í squirmed under his microscopic gaze, feeling his eyes on me. It was like he could read my thoughts. Ever since Axl 
had ignored my ‘more than platonic’ view of him, it has been my worst nightmare him ever finding out | stil felt 
Ike that. And to this very moment | had never seen a flicker of suspicion in his eyes about it. But now | see if, a 
faint shimmer of realisation dawned in the singers eyes before slowly disappearing again as he sat back again in his 
chair. 

| breathed a sigh of relief and turned to face lzzy again 

"Where is Duff now?" Izzy asked in all concern 

| shrugged, grabbing my glass of Jack in one hand swirling the liquid around with my finger, "My room." 

lzzy's forlorn pose took on an air of confusion, "What's he doing there?" 

| ignored the question for a while to take in my surroundings. | was in the dining area of a fancy hotel, and it was 


only now that | felt somewhat out of place. | had on my ‘rough n' tough cowboy clothes- yet | was sitting, cross- 
legged on a crème coloured couch, drinking my Jack Daniels out of a wimpy little glass instead of my bottle and 


staring up at massive, grand chandeliers that obstructed the entire ceiling 


‘Does it matter? The fact is, its going to be trashed when | get back to it," | said airily, looking down into my glass, 
mesmerised by the swirling liquid, "Poor guy." 


"Duff gets over these things..he'll pull through," Axis constant stream of silence had been broken as he shifted up 
on his chair. 


Í rolled my eyes at the totally thoughtless remark, "Have a little bit of heart Axl," | hissed, glaring at him. 
He shot me a dagger glare to which | just glowered back. 
God | wanted him so bad! 


‘Slash, | love Duff. He's ike a fucking..he's lke a brother to me! This band is my family. Duff will get over her, 
okay?" 


zy shook his head, reaching over to grab a cigarette from the box on the coffee table. 
| lowered my eyebrows, my eyes locking with Axt's 


He scanned me up and down; not bothering fo be subtle about it. Hs eyes just wandered over me freely, then 
rested on my face again, he kept eye contact. 


"No," | shook my head, ‘It's not Okay’" 

| slammed my glass down on the table and stood up, quickly rushing out of the dining area on my way to my 
room. Hoping that Duff would be done throwing a tantrum so that | could maybe coddle him a Ittle. If Axl or zy 
wasn't going to give Duff any support then | will have fo over-support him. Maybe that isn't the most constructive 
way of doing things, but its my way of doing things. And fuck anyone who thinks differently. 

| grabbed the key of my room out of my pocket, gently inserting it into the lock and twisting 

| took a deep breath, shut my eyes tight and opened the door. Bracing myself for the worst. 


| opened my eyes and gasped. 


The entire room was trashed beyond belief. Cigarettes and bottles of Jack and Vodka showered over the bathroom 
and floors, making anywhere that you stepped a breeding area for ashes and spilt liquor. 


Í looked around for Duff, who was curled up in the corner. A small little cluster with an angry and tear stained 


face. But beyond the anger there was a mournful quilt that couldnt help but make itself totally obvious fo me. 


Í sighed and walked over to him, looking down into his deep, brown eyes 
He moaned, putting his head on his knees. 


| knelt beside him, and took his lean and bony figure nto my arms, ignoring his httle halthearted pleas to leave him 


alone. 

"Duff, shut up," | whispered into his hair. 

Hs body tensed slightly before he sighed and leant his head on my chest 
‘She was everything," he muttered, "And now that she's gone..nothing." 
One of his hands lifted into the air before flopping back down onto his lap. 


| held him tighter, trying to keep the embrace as non-mushy but as sympathetic as | could. Finding it inritatingly 
hard to ignore the little feather kisses that were covering my chest 


/ wanted fo ignore them, thinking that Duff just wanted some comfort to ease the wounds of his broken marriage, 
fo use a comy expression But as the kisses grew more identifiable and more pronounced, | felt that | couldn't 
ignore them anymore. 


"Duff donf," | said, trying to push him away. 


He wouldn't let go, his ips found their way fo my neck, kissing my throat and just below my chin It felt wrong, 
completely wrong on my part, because | was enjoying it, And that on it's own was enough to send chills through me. 


Again | tried to make the bassist stop, 
"Duff? Fuck, dont do that!" | whispered, taking his wrists in my hands. 
He stopped and looked up at me. 


‘Please Slash? It hurts so fucking much! This helps it stop. lve wanted this for so long," Duff said, digging his 


fingernails into my arm. 


| bit my lp and before | knew if, his lps were on mine hungrily, and | was kissing him back. Bruising his lps almost, 
hearing him whimper slightly under the pressure. 


| pulled him up from the floor and pinned him against the wall. And as his body hit the plaster, a jolt of electricity 
raced through me. | felt like | was taking advantage, but then again | didnt care. 


It stopped me from thinking about Axl, so it was good It felt good and it made Duff feel good, it made me forget 


about how much | needed that red headed bastard! 


My lps attached themselves to Duffs throat and started nibbling at it playfully, hearing a groan escapes the 
Lassist's lps. 


And just as | thought about going one step further; 
"What the fuck?" 


| turn around and see the lean figure of Axl Rose, standing in disbelief beside the open doorway. 


Disclamer characters are not mine and | certainly do not think any of these things happen, nor do | make money 


out of these fantictions. 


Go to Hell 


Disclaimer: None of these characters belong to me. 
Axl stood with wide eyes, staring at me and Duff, who were in a very compromising position in the corner of the 
room, pressed up against each other in seeming lust with wide, passionate eyes 


My breath caught in my throat and | un-pinned the bassist from the wall, licking my lips nervously and scratching 
the back of my neck. 


My eyes caught Duffs, who looked if anything, ashamed with himself. He had just broken up with his wife and here 
he was, caught in the middle of recovery from his pain by the redhead singer that was supposedly the biggest 
homophobe of the 80's rock scene. 

Hah, if only Duff knew what | knew about the singer, he wouldnt think Axl the worst person to catch us 


‘Axl, what the..what are you doing here?" Duff asked innocently, rubbing the side of his arm and side stepping away 


from me 
Axl laughed a little, leaning forward and causing his hair to flop on front of his left eye. 

‘Don't gve me that shit! Duff you.are you and.him," Axl pointed at me and raised his eyebrows questoningly 

I shook my head violently before Duff could say anything | couldnt let Axl think Duff and me were together 

‘No! No, no, no, no, no, nol Duff and me? NOM" I shook my head again, grabbing Axis wrist trying to make hm listen 


Duff stood in the corner silently, tracing his fingers along the hardwood cabinet, watching the soap opera that was 
Axl and | 


‘Slash..let go of me," Axl whispered with a cold voice, eyes probing into me. 


Axl didn’t like me touching him anymore. | don't think ve touched him in three years, and now that | have, | didn't 
want to let go. Not again anyway. 

| remembered the way his fingers laced with mine as we kissed hungrily. Sure it only happened once, and Axl was 
very drunk. Sure, maybe | took advantage of the situation a little. But he just tasted so good And its not like he 
resisited me much the next morning But as the days passed he talked to me less and less, and every night he 


would avoid my room, avoid me. 


| stared at him in frustration before giving his arm back to him. He rubbed it gently, glaring at me and looking over 
to Duff 


"Axl.dont make a big deal okay?" Duff whispered, walking out of the corner and beside me. 
Axl stood in silence for a minute, scanning the blonde from top to bottom and then taking a quick glance at me. 
‘Dont worry Duff..how's your wife?" 


The question hit a nerve with the bassist, causing him to step back slightly, eyes glazing over as he choked on his 
breath, | put my hand on his back comfortingly, turning angrily to the singer, 


"s there anyone who's as big an ass as you, bastard!" | shouted in Axis face, glaring at him as he leaned back 
against the wall 


| stomped my foot. What Axl said to Duff was fucked up, and Hi be fucking damned if Im going to let him get 
away with if. 


| grabbed his arm and dragged him roughly out of the room, leaving Duff alone. 
Í thrashed him up against the corridor wall and slapped him across the face, 


"You fuck! He feels fucking terrible about Mandy!" | shouted into the singer's ear, and he surprisingly made no 


objections 
He didn't even fight me back; he just stood against the wall imply, taking my abuse with a sore gaze. 
The corridor was empty as | slapped the singer into oblivion, kicking him in the stomach until he was on his knees. 


All my anger came out on him; everything spit out. I hit him for being a bastard to Duff, | hit him for his pride, | 
hit him for making me feel this way about him.. and I hit him for not feeling the same way back 


"You. Stupid Arrogant. Fuck!" | screamed, kicking him in the stomach with each word 

‘Slash. stop, please," Axl begged, putting up his hand and grabbing on to my leg 

My breath was constricted with exhaustion; sweat dhpping down the side of my face. 

I pulled myself away from his bedraggled body, leaving him to lle in the hallway, a tangled and bleeding mess 
"Slash?" A slow, wheezy voice emanated from the singer 


| turned, closing my eyes so that | couldnt see the contortion | had done to his radiant face, the black rings that | 
had put around his wide eyes 


"What" 


"Go... to..hell!" 


A Fuckhead lke me. 


So what I play my games a bit rough? Its his fault, right? | mean, if he's going to be such a tease as well as a 
bastard he had it coming didn't he? Damn straight he did! Okay, so maybe | feel a bit guilty ‘bout beating him a bit, 
but he's a worthless slut. Ask any of the girls he's dated, ask anyone, they'll say he's a man whore..but then again, | 
suppose Im a bit of one too. | get around the girls Hil admit, but its out of sheer boredom. They're not very 

df ficult to grab are they? 


There's something so unattainable about Axl that | cant help but crave for it. Im lke a vampire without my fangs 
you could say. 


Since last night | haven't seen Axi, he's been locked up in his room all day, refusing fo come out for anyone. Duff 
has only made minor eye contact with me, and if | try to falk to him his voice goes into a hoarse whisper and he 
eventually pulls out a cigarette and walks away. 


So here | am, in my room, cigarette in one hand, Rolling Stone magazine in the other, Jack Daniels down by my 
foot, vodka cradled in my lap comfortably. | was watching the clock, yet never taking in the actual time. Just 
watching the hands of it turn the full 360 degrees back to twelve. 


When the door banged shut and a lanquorous, blank-faced bassist glided into the room, | thought it best to pace 
myself and Let him wallow in grievance for a minute or two before finally approaching him about the pressing 
matter on his mind. Today was the day Mandy got hm to sign the divorce papers. He was totally reluctant to go, 
but eventually he picked himself up off his comforting chair and walked out the door, never looking at me as he 
leff, his mind only set on one thing and that was to simply get it over with 


"You want fo talk?" | asked, craning my neck to the bassist who was standing over me, looking down on me with a 


melancholy wonder lurking in his eyes, behind the hazel orbs. 
| could see the tear stains on his face, and | could smell the vodka off his breath He was out of himself 
"No," he answered, still staring at me with intense eyes and tight mouth 


Hs calmness was threatening to me. Almost like an icy coldness in a usual warm voice, that sent me into hyper 


drive. Duff was the only member of the band that provided me with any warmth, and it was out the window. 


Í fook a small chance and grabbed the blonde's hand, meaning it to be reassuring to him but it came across as 
desperate in my attempts to get his warmth back Get a little bit of sparkle back in those eyes But it was fo no 
avail apparently, as the gesture was only returned by a slight sigh of exhaustion as he flopped down beside me on 
the sofa, leaning his head on my shoulder. 


Hs hair smelt of tobacco and alcohol, but there was stil that sight and remote smell of coconuts that always, 


more-or-less lingered in the strands of peroxide hair. 


"s there anything | can do?" | asked, refusing the bassist's wishes for silence and pushing his limits by asking 
questions. But still, Hl push him until | find a way to get him over this rough patch. If | don't push him then hel sit 
here forever and never move. He was always a ff you fall down just get back up,' kind of guy, so | cant 
understand why he doesnt put that into action now. 


"Yes, there is." 

Í turned fo face him, ignoring the magazine that was being tugged out of my hands by the blonde. 
"What?" | asked 

‘Could you leave me alone..please?" Hs eyes were red and intense as he waited for my answer. 


| rose from the sofa, bringing both bottles of Vodka and Jack with me and, without further questioning, left the 


room. 


| strode down the hallway, the bottle of booze Id drank from earlier starting to take mild affect and putting an 
unusual spin on the walls, not to mention the dizzying headache | was getting along with strong bursts of giddiness. | 
fell fo the floor against one of the many replicated doors in the hotel hallway, all white with golden numbers that 
stretched to both ends of the corridor, and | burst into strings of shrill, unstoppable laughter. 


Banging my fists on the ground and choking on my chuckles, | couldnt stop myself from the hysterics | was in. | 
dont know what it must have looked lke to passers-by, a maniacal man with a bottle of whiskey in one hand and 
bottle of Vodka in the other. But alcohol had never had this strong an effect on me. Usually at the most it would 
maybe knock me out, but never did it send me into sheets of cackles like this. | dont think | had ever laughed so 


much in my hife, and in the particular circumstances, | have no idea why | would be laughing now. 


| have a singer that | beat up and refuses to leave his room and | have a bassist that has just gotten a divorce 
from his wife and is currently unwilling fo look me in the eye and smile..unwilling to look me in the eye at all 


| crawled along the floor on my hands and knees, laughing all the while as hair lathered itself over my face and I 
tried to make my way fo the elevator. Who was I to go to now? | had no Axl, | had no Duff. Steven is probably 
away to his drug dealers and izzy..lzzy and | have a complicated friendship. He and me dont see eye fo eye, we 
never have and the chances that we ever will are slim to none. 


As | finally gave up my reckless journey to the elevator, my vision blurred and tears streaking down the side of 
my face from my blood-shot and tired eyes, | could feel two arms wrap around me. Whose arms? | have no idea. 
But whoever was helping me, my tired self was thanking them, my drunken self was laughing at them and my 
sober self loved them. Because as the hysterical part of me was starting fo wear thin and the laughter broke into 
pitiful sobs as | buried my face in the helpful strangers shoulder, and for a split second, | was totally and utterly 
blind 


Í could feel my body being hauled off of the floor and my weight being supported and pulled into a nearby room as 


/ was laid out on a bed 


Suddenly | felt a pair of cushion lips fall down upon my own, and in all my drunken glory | gave into them. | gave 
into the touch that was empowering me, even though I lacked any reasonable knowledge of whom they mightve 
belonged to. My vision-too blurred to even make out a distinguishable feature on their face. 


Í tried to ask who they were but it came out as more of a helpless moan, and | just closed my eyes and 
embraced the moment. | needed a gentle touch about now. | needed this stranger to touch in a way that | could be 
fooled into thinking they truly cared about a fuckhead like me. 


Disclamer: These characters are not mine and nor am | implying that they belong fo me in any way shape or 


form. 


Afterwards. 


| woke up the next morning in an unfamiliar room. The walls were all painted burgundy and the bedspread | was 


sprawled out on was a blood red with a mirror just above me on the ceiling, so that when | looked up | was peering 


right back at myself. 


| put my hand to my head and groaned, sitting up on the bouncy bed and leaning back against the wooden 
backboard. | looked to the bedside cabinet that was placed, funnily enough, beside the bed It was covered in pictures 


of the band and there was a small rose in a vase sitting just beside a black candle. 


| picked up a picture that caught my eye. It was one of Axl and me just before a show in Tokyo. Axl had one knee 
bent and was kind of leaning into me with his head slightly, but not totally, leaning on my chest, while | put a hand 
around him, spooning him almost. | remembered when this picture was taken, but | don't exactly remember who 
fook it. Maybe Duff, | dont know. But this was taken about four years ago, before Axl and | had the Iittle..thing 
Back then | only wanted to screw hm.. never exactly considered the fact it might actually happen, or how much 
ld be putting on the line. 


| closed my eyes and put the picture back on the cabinet, turning on the bed and struggling off the mattress and 
placing my boots onto the carpeted floor. 


| couldn't remember a thing of last night, just being completely drunk and feeling lke a couple of clowns had started 
tying my stomach in knots, making me feel confused of whether | wanted fo laugh or throw-up. Come to think of 


itl remember laughing..a lot 


As | began to walk around the room, my head was struck by a screeching, pounding headache, like a million 
ravenous dogs were biting into my brain. My hands shot to my head and | screamed in pain. Id never had such a 
bad hangover before. 


| decided it best if | didn't try to walk around, so | let my legs buckle as I fell to the floor, shuffled backwards 
against the side of the bed My head flopped back on the bedspread and a cold sweat started to dampen my 
forehead as my breath slackened 


Obviously nobody was in this room because if they were, my screams would have certainly brought them to me. 
There was a knock at the door and a key twisted in the keyhole, opening the door. 

A black-haired blur walked into the room and leant over me, feeling my forehead and shaking his head, almost 
disapprovingly, as he pushed his hands under both my arms and pulled me up, dragging me out of the room and 


down the hotel hallway, into something that looked like an elevator. 


/ was propped up against one of the walls as the faceless blob pressed a few numbers into the keypad and waited 
with hands on hips as the doors closed and we descended 


| looked at the man. The colours of the wall were starting to run into the man on front of me as my vision 


became more unfocused 
"Who are your" | asked, spreading out my fingers and swatting the man on front of me. 


He didn't answer and only batted my hand away mildly. | gave up as another splitting pain came up my spine and 
into my head. 


As the doors opened, the man came over to me, dragging me out and walking me down another narrow corridor 
into a small room were two other people were situated One of them was standing at the end of the room; the 


other was lying on the sofa. Both imageless were blurbs to my vision, which was now clicking in and out of focus 


Suddenly my vision snapped back, along with a short buzz of pain, and | could see the three people that | was with 
in this small room, which | could now see, was our associating room. Axl decided we needed a type of meeting 


room’ to discuss band matters. We mostly just use it for another place to shoot up or get drunk 


The one that was sitting on the sofa, | soon found out to be Duff; he was smoking a cigarette as if | hadnt walked 
in, and fiddling with the strings of his bass, which had become his new wife since the divorce. 

The other man, who was standing in the corner of the room, was Axl; bandana strung around his forehead, biting 
his cigarette, holding a bottle of Jack Daniels, which | was quite surprised at, since he said alcohol (along with drugs) 


messed with his voice. Axi, unlike the blonde, noticed | had arrived, and was now looking me up and down curiously. 
‘He's absolutely shattered, Axi!" A low, urgent voice said 

| turned around and found myself looking at lzzy. He must have helped me out of that room. He was weaning a 
pair of sunglasses, no cigarette in his mouth, unlke the other two, and a glass of whiskey in his hand He was 
obviously referring to me with the statement he made, though | wasn’t exactly happy with him calling me the‘ as if 
/ wasn't able to hear him. 

Axl looked fo the guitarist and slowly but surely, walked over to him. 

"Where was he?" He asked, looking from lzzy to me with shifty eyes. 


‘Room 367. Who had that room again?" lzzy asked, looking to the ground shuffling his feet slightly. 


Axl shrugged and stole a look at me. | stared back, not wanting to let go of his eyes. They flickered from blue fo 
green, from stern to calm. They were really wide and prodding, and totally desirable. 


"What are you lookin’ at?" | growled, clenching my teeth at the singer. 


| wanted to shoot myself. | wanted to shoot myself dead! Why did | say that?! WHY!? 


"What the fuck! What? Are you gonna fuckin hit me again, punk" Axl shoved himself against me, his chest against 
mine in an animal threat. Hs hot, slightly minted, slightly alcohol breath on my face. 


My eyes wanted fo roll back into my head at the closeness, but | realised this not to be a time fo dwell on sexual 


innuendos when | was being threatened to get my face knocked in 


When | came back to reality, zzy was holding back a kicking and punching Axl in both arms, while Duff was hovering 
over me, putting both hands on my head and had his legs straddling my sides. 


/ was on my back. | was lying on my back? How did | get here? 


"What the..?" | rolled my eyes and sat up slowly, making Duff have to shuffle down and sit on front of me on his 


knees, his face peering into mine as | felt a small, sore lump on the side of my eye. 

Fucker gave me a swollen eye! 

‘Slash, you okay man? He knocked you a good one," Duff looked closer at my eye, and tried to tear my trembling 
hand away from it so he could get a better look. | whimpered against my pride, but couldnt stifle it in time. Duff 
sat back at this and stared at me. 

"You whimpered." 


Stating the obvious. 


"Um..no?" | tried to stand, but found that with the shock and my pure laziness, | wasn't able to, and so | just lay 
back down. 


| closed my eyes and relaxed as the hard wood floors became less uncomfortable against the back of my head 
with every passing moment. 


| felt Duffs hands rest innocently on my chest. 


| heard him sigh gently and felt his hand run through my hair and hold the back of my head, lifting it from the 
floor and setting it against his chest as he wrapped his long arms around my body and squeezed 


Í smiled He's such a fucking softy, little innocent Duff. 


| let him coddle me, even though | didnt particularly need coddling Its not like this is the first time Axl hit me. He's 
done it plenty before. Like all those times | made advances on him, all those times | argued with him and it ended 
up that | was actually right. He could never deal well with me being right. 


Duffs never really hit me. There was one time when he slapped me because he thought | was coming on to his 


girlfriend, but | found out he had actually drunk a lot of vodka, and was experiencing a wild state of paranoia 


Apparently he was walking around the house that entire night saying that everybody hated him. Other than that, 
Duff is a total angel to me. Almost like a motherly figure. 


He's such a fucking softy, litte innocent Duff. 


But he was not innocent enough to resist pressing his lps firmly against mine when Izzy and Axl had left.. 


Disclamer: Not mine and never will be. Making no money! 


Authors note: | am aware never told you who was kissing slash in the last chapter. Its pretty much a guessing 


game until | tell you aren't it? How fun lol. (Not really, actually quite annoying) 


Faggot 
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Affer half an hour of Izzy soothing Axis frayed patience outside the room, the singer was finally able to come in 


and face me again. He even managed to muster up an apology for almost dislocating my nose. 
‘Listen Slash, Im sorry for punching you in the godamn face, okay? 
He didn't give me enough time to accept his apology before turning around and starting a conversation with Izzy. 


| blinked several times and eventually turned around to face Duff, who was settled in a corner, swaying back and 
forth while playing the Sweet Child o' Mine’ riff. 


| smiled, picking myself off the couch and folding my arms across my chest, slowly walking towards him and 
stopping just on front of where he was sitting. 


He knew | was there, but he kept playing, his head bobbing with the music. | smirked and sat down beside him, our 


knees knocking against each other. 
"Hey," | whispered, nudging him slightly and smiling his way. 
He stopped briefly, taking in what | had just done before he started to play again 


"Hey," he replied, hair sweeping over his cheeks, and in all his state of concentration he failed fo sweep it away 
again, so it was probably annoying the hell out of hm. I sympathised completely, my hair did that too when I was 


playing guitar. 
| laughed to myself and took the liberty to sweep the annoying piece of peroxide blonde away from Duffs face. 


He looked at me blank faced, still playing the same chords over and over again. When | started thinking | had done 
something wrong, that was when a ghost of a smile played artfully on his lips. | smiled back, fixing my sunglasses up 


on my nose and slapping his knee. 


‘So Duff, what have you been doing with yourself all morning?" | asked, grabbing a half full bottle of JD from the 
floor and pulling off the cap. 


He put down his bass beside him and swept back his hair, stretching his legs out: 
‘Nothing really, Izzy dragged us all down here for some sort of meeting So far | haven't been talking about the 


band since | got here. Just him and Axl are talkin: Then nobody knew where you were, so lzzy had to go find you. 


He was quite annoyed you wandered off-;" 


"Asshole," | muttered, looking at Axl and izzy talking away and laughing 

"Well, yeah. Anyway, lzzy went off fo find you, and me and Axl were left alone to talk. Mainly we talked about 
where you could be..well, | talked about where you could be. Axl just nodded and smoked in the corner," Duff gave 
a litte half-smile and shrugged, "Guess Im not really that interesting anymore." 

"Thats not true. Youre very interesting, babe," | smiled, not noticing that | was rubbing his knee with my hand 
"Yeah, right," he laughed, rolling his eyes. 


"Im serious!" 


He stared at me, and our eyes locked for a few seconds in a mild understanding of each other, before | heard my 


name being called 
"Slash?" 

| turned and found myself staring at Axl, who was sitting cross-legged on the sofa Ike a little boy. 

"Yeah?" I repled, setting down my bottle of Jack and laying my head on Duffs shoulder lazily 

‘I need to talk to you," he stated, flpping his head so as to shake the hair out of his eyes as he looked at me 
My mouth slackened and opened for a second before | got a grp of myself 

"About what?" I asked, taking a cigarette that Duff was waving on front of my face. 


"Um. cant tell you here," he explained, and stood up from the sota, walking over to the door so as to indicate for 


me to follow, "C'mon." 


| looked to Duff, who had picked up his bass and was starting to pick at the strings again. | sighed and hauled myself 
off the floor, following the singer out of the door and out into a narrow, slate coloured corridor at the back end 
of the hotel we were staying in 


He shut the door, locking Duff in the room with Izzy. 


| felt sorry for Duff, being stuck in the room with the most depressing and socially challenged member of the 
band 


| looked to the ground, folding my arms and kicking the floor with my foot. I could hear Axl behind me, breathing 


heavily, sounding almost nervous as he leant back against one of the concrete walls. 


‘So..what did you want to say?" | asked, trying to cut the tension 

/ felt his hand cup my shoulder. 

My eyes narrowed as my memory started fo focus on the hand on my shoulder. | remember those hands on me, 
as | was drunk, on a bed | remembered that heavy breathing; | remembered lps on my chest. | remembered being 


drunk, and laughing | remembered my hands twisting around his hair. But | didnt remember his face. 


| turned around and found myself staring into two electric blue orbs | gasped slightly, the air in my lungs catching 
The face fitted perfectly with the hands, the lips, and the kisses. They all matched 


"F was you!" | said accusingly, advancing on him, causing him to walk in reverse and back up into a wall 

‘Listen Slash, | just wanted to say that what | dd yesterday was an impulse thing and it didnt mean anything! | felt 
sorry for you, thats all You should have seen yourself, you were a drunken mess and anyone would've done the 
same thing if they were in my position," He argued, but he was only arguing with himself. 

| shook my head, suppressing a small laugh as | brought the cigarette up to my lps again 

"You asshole!" | laughed 


"What?" He looked shocked, as if he wasnt expecting me to react lke this 


‘Axi, | didn't even know it was you yesterday! | was so drunk; | couldnt see anything at all. You brought me into 


your room, put me on your bed, and kissed me!" 
IM SORRY SLASH" Axl yelled, his hands clenching into fists and eyes glowing demonically, 
"For what?" | asked 


"For all those years ago! When we did that..thing, and | ignored you afterwards, Im sorry for that. It was a really 
fucked up thing to do in the first place and Im sorry!" He sat down on the floor and brought his knees fo his chest. 


Í sighed and kneeled down on front of him, putting a finger under his chin and making him look at me. 
"Yes. It was a fucked up thing to do," I whispered 


He shook his head and put his hand fo his forehead, "It didn't mean anything though. | was drunk," Axl argued, again 
with himself. 


| nodded, "Then how come, three years later, we're stil thinking about it?" 


He looked up at me with glittering, wide eyes and his top lp twitched slightly as | said this. It was like someone had 


punched him in the stomach 
| stood up and offered him my hand. He took it and hoisted himself from the ground 


We spent a few seconds looking each other up and down, before | finally pinned his shoulders hard against the wall 
and pressed my lps to his, making sure he couldn't get away. 


Hs mouth opened for me, but | didn’t go n. | just wanted fo feel his lps for a second against my own. | needed fo 


make sure there was no resistance. 

Í pulled away slightly, until my lips were only hovering on front of his until | moved down fo his throat. 

‘Are you sure this isn’t, ike." 

"What?" Hs skin muffled my voice. 

‘Slash, are we faggots?" Axl asked, taking his shirt off so that | could get more skin 

| shook my head, moaning against him. 

‘No, no we're not. You see..if we were..faggots then..we would be..gay..but we're not gay..we're straight..we're two 
straight men..that occasionally..fuck..two straight men..don't make..a gay couple.." | stutfered through an explanation 


as | kissed all over his chest, up his neck and back fo his mouth again. 


The door suddenly creaked open and Axl pushed me off him quickly and harshly, pulling his shirt over his head and 


turning towards Izzy, who was the source of the door opening 
| glared at hm, 

"zzy, what the fuck do you want?!" | growled 

Axl scowled at me, and shook his head Telling me not to make it too obvious that Izzy's presence wasn't welcome. 


"I wasn't aware | was interrupting something," Izzy looked towards Axl, who looked ashamed and was breathing 


heavily and blinking in a type of bewilderment. 
‘No..n0 you weren't interrupting anything Iz," Axl shooed the accusation away with a shake of his head. 


zy lowered his eyes, "Anyway Axi, we need to go now. You and I have to go and see that guy about this new 
album." 


Axl nodded, still looking slightly shocked lzzy took a look from me to Axl before walking back into the room 


l stared at the red head and sighed, rubbing the back of my neck 


"I better go," Axl said finally, slowly walking into the room and away. | didn’t try to stop him; | just walked to the 


end of the corridor and rested myself down on a set of steps. 


Old habits. 


| plucked on the strings of my Les Paul, getting warmed up for the concert that was about fo hit the stage in 
about fifteen minutes. Duff was in the next room brushing his teeth and lzzy was with Axl talking over the night's 
schedule. Me on the other hand, | was just chillin’ on the couch with Steven, who was peacefully sleeping beside me, 
his hair fluffed out on one of the cushions and looked like a separate entity from the rest of his body-lke a fluffy 


cat instead of his peroxide locks. 

My sunglasses were set carefully on the cabinet beside me, ready for my hand to snatch them as soon as Axl 
came in and gave us the signal 

its always hectic before a show. Everyone is so tense and it shows incredlbly. | try fo relax as much as | can but 
sharing a room with a paranoid Duff and a doped up Steven is more than | can take sometimes. Now, don't get me 
wrong, Duff isn't always paranoid, but only when he's taken too much vodka. But Steven is, more or less, always 
drugged Sometimes its funny, other times it's scary. Im no saint when it comes to drugs and neither are the rest 
of the band but we all know when to stop generally. But Steven, he's limitless. He can shoot up all night and throw 
up the next day, but he'd go right back He needs serious help. 


| looked at the blonde beside me and slapped his legs, causing him to jump up quickly and hold his head He faced me 
with half lidded eyes and sighed, 


"Why'd you wake me up? Do we have fo go on now?" He asked, shuffling on his seat to swivel around and face me. 
"No," | shook my head, "But it shouldn't be long so you better be prepared" 

He nodded and reached over to grab his drumsticks from the coffee table. 

"There," he held up the sticks to indicate he was ready. 


| laughed and took a packet of cigarettes out of my back pocket, placing one out the side of my mouth and lighting 
it up. 


Steven looked from the cigarettes to me and smiled mischievously, "May 1" he smiled and nodded. 


| threw them at him and groaned, swigging from a bottle of two-day-old Jack Daniels and placing my feet on the 
coffee table, leaning back snugly. 


There was a burst through the door causing me to drop my Daniels all over my t-shirt 
"Shit!" | yelled 


Axl was standing at the door; face a strained and contorted wreck as he shouted, 


‘Now! Come the fuck on you slow fucks!" he screamed, pulling on a ‘Nobody knows Im a Lesbian’ t-shirt over his 
head and jerking it down 


/ was confused of whether | should run onstage or change my top. But the look of pure anger on Axis face 
answered my question quickly and | took off my t-shirt in a hurried frenzy and ran out past the crazy redhead 
ignoring him as best as | could so as not to make it obvious that the fact he didnt call into my room last night 
really bothered me. 


| mean, fuck! Axl you don't associate with me barely for years, then when you finally do you go back into the 
same old routine the very next day. 


| ran out into the middle of the corridor, accidentally bumping into Duff in the middle. 


‘Oh, sorry dude," | apologised fo the blonde, who looked as if he too had been caught off guard by Axls hurried 
burst of energy to get onstage. 


Duff had a shirt stuffed in his back pocket while the button of his jeans hadnt been put in properly 

"Uh..Slash," he stuttered, rubbing the back of his neck. 

Suddenly, a young, long-haired boy walked quickly out of the room Duff had came from, pulling on a ‘Guns n Roses’ 
t-shirt over his head and stretching it down over his finely contoured body. He ignored my presence and gave Duff 


a little smile before walking away. 


| cocked my head to the side and squinted my eyes in confusion Duff was nervously biting his bottom lp like a 
guilty litte boy. 


"Who was that?" | asked the blonde, who was shaking the har out of his eyes 

"Who?" 

So he was playing dumb eh? 

"Who. Was. That?" I asked, pointing to the boy who had barely tumed the corner away from us 
'Oh.him? That was Dani He was just helping me with some stuff, sall" Duff smiled 

‘Oh. | thnk | recognise him," | mused 

"Well, yeah he's a roade, yeah He's been on the tour a whi." 


"Hm, right," | shrugged, looking Duff up and down 


"Tell me Duffy. What kind of stuff was Dani helping you-;" 


"MOVE IT YOU TWO CLOWNS!" Axl screamed at us, pushing Duff and me along with the palms of his hands before 
stepping through the middle of us in through the smoke and on to the stage. 


| ran out beside Duff and onto the wooden stage, grabbing my guitar off one of the grand amplifiers and plucking a 
few random strings, sending feedback all through the arena and making the crowd scream with delight. 


| laughed and walked over to Duff; handing him his bass with a quick smile and a nod 

When I turned back around, | was facing a young boy about twenty-two, with long black hair and a white, finely 
sculpted face. He was weaning a hint of black eyeliner but his Ips were naturally red He was very..pretty. | 
definitely recognised him faintly but | didnt really notice him in much detail before. | certainly didn’t know his name 
was Danii though 


Uh..hello," | said impulsively, before shaking my head and walking by him over fo the other side of the stage, lightly 
brushing past Axl in the process. 


Í grabbed a glass of water and guzzled it, spitting it back on to the stage and asking for a Jack Daniels from one of 
the stage assistants. 


| leant on one of the amplifiers and scoped everything 


My eyes scanned over the screaming crowd, the roadies, the groupies, Duff and finally Axi, who | was shocked to 


see was staring right back at me. 


Í stood up straight and my lip twitched along with my hand, which before | could stop it had jumped up and was 


slowly waving at him. 
He laughed and jerked his head in a gesture for me to come over. 


| pulled the strap of my guitar around my neck and let it hang before walking smoothly over to the beckoning 
singer. 


He hooked his right arm around my neck and smiled, before pulling the microphone over to him and shouting, 
‘Okay all you badass fucks out there! How are you guys doing tonight?" 
The crowd screamed its response. 


"Okay cool, Im just gonna do a short introduction, even though these guys around me hardly need introduction, am I 
right?" 


Again they screamed and I laughed at the amount of control Axl had 
‘Right, on the rhythm guitar there's my good friend Izzy Stradlin!" 
The crowd clapped and screamed in excitement 

"And then on the bass is Duff McKagan!" 


The spotlight shone on Duff who was leaning all his body weight on his right leg and smoking a cigarette Ike a 
glamour model. He waved languidly as the crowd cheered 


"Then there's the walking, talking bong, Steven Adler!" 


Steven did this fancy thing with his drumsticks, accidentally dropping one in the process and almost passing out on 
his symbols before he finally caught hold of himself and waved. 


‘And right here, in my right arm. The wife of my godamn dreams, is our very own Lead guitarist, Slash!" 


| laughed and waved at my admiring public, brushing my hair back slightly as the right hook was removed and | was 
tree to go. 


| walked over fo Duff until we were standing side by side, practically keeping each other up. And as the lights 
dimmed and the smoke filled the arena, | took my lead and started up to the introduction of My Axi-;' | mean.My 
Michelle. 


Disclamer: These characters are not mine; i know, you all know it Disclaimers upset me cause they just remind me 
of what i cant have *humph* 


Whenever you want me. 


After the show we all decided that the most reasonable thing to do was head straight to the nearest bar, which 
was a small joint down by the cross section between Freemont Street and ‘Crescent Point: 

Axl insisted that we walked in first while he investigated the bushes, adamant about the fact that someone had 
been following him all day. 


Dutf gave the redhead a strange look before proceeding through the entrance and straight to the bar till, where he 
would stay for most of the night and get absolutely blitzed 


| followed him, eyes burning through all the dancing women in cages and partying teenagers that were throwing up 
in the corners of the room. It was the craziest place Id ever been n You couldnt turn your body without bumping 


into some dancing lunatic or a drunk 


My eyes were stitched on the bassist, trying to keep him in my eye focus at all times, afraid of losing him and 
having to wander around this place on my own all night. 


People kept walking on front of me, causing Duff to shift quickly in and out of focus | couldn't let him get too far 
ahead or Id loose him. Luckily, he was just within reaching distance, so | shoved sternly past a half-naked hooker 
and latched myself against the blonde, hugging him close lest he get away. 

"Who the hell?!" Duff yelled, turning around frantically and sending a few people falling back 


"Duff, calm down it's me!" | shouted against the raging guitar from Aerosmith that was blasting through the stereo. 


‘Slash? Fuck man, why are you, like, attached to me?" He asked, nudging my ribs with the back of his elbow, trying 
to get me off. 


‘Sorry man," | replied, letting him go slightly and lacing my fingers into the belt hoops of his jeans. 


He looked back at me as | done this, face a blank mystery. | stared at him, watching his eyes as they looked at my 
face and travelled down to where my fingers were and slowly tracing back up again 


| shrugged, "What's the matter?" 
He waited a minute before slowly shaking his head and turning to walk on towards the bar. 


Í stayed close to him. Maybe a litte closer than what | needed to be. But he just ignored me, the need for alcohol 


calling out to him and calling out to me foo. 


When we finally reached the bar Duff clunked himself down on a stool and | stumbled down beside him, looking 
suspiciously at the big biker beside me. 


"What can | get you, son?" 


| turned my head at the question and found myself staring at a man around the age of forty. He was behind the 


bar, drying a glass from inside to outside while waiting for me to answer the question 


‘Jack Daniels, dude," | replied, reaching into my pocket to get some money. But before | could get any, Duff had 
already whipped out his wallet and paid for both our drinks. 


| stared at the blonde in bewilderment, 

‘Man, you didnt have to do that?" | said, pushing the sunglasses up further on to the bridge of my nose. 

"Yeah, well." Duff rubbed the back of his neck and smiled nervously, searching for an explanation on his sudden 
burst of kindness, "Well..you're my friend ya know. And my wallet was already in my hand so.just forget if, dude," 
he laughed, picking up his glass of vodka that had been set down on front of him. 

| shrugged and took a cigarette from behind my ear, where | always kept one handy. 


Duff laughed, "What else have you got behind that ear Slash?" He joked 


Í smiled around the stick in my mouth, lighter in my hand igniting with a slight movement of my thumb and lighting 
up my face against the dm light of the dancing room, "Wouldnt you like to know?" | laughed 


‘Qoooo, mysterious," his eyes widened and a broad grin plastered his childish face. 


| turned around on my stool so that | was facing the mounds of people that were in the bar, leaning my elbows 
back on the table. 


"So..hows life? Met any talent lately?" | asked, smirking at the blonde. 
Duff made a slight face and shrugged, "What do you mean ‘talent? 


‘Like, have you met any decent looking babes, you moron/?" | laughed, slapping his leg playfully and putting my two 
fingers around the cigarette in my mouth, 


Oh," he laughed, "Well.not exactly." 
'0h..1s this about..ya know?" | nodded to him, not wanting to say the dreadful words aloud 
‘About..°" Duff persuaded me to finish my sentence, unable fo figure out the rest of the words for himself. 


| lowered my voice fo a whisper and looked over my sunglasses at him, "The divorce?" 


Hs eyes narrowed and he swivelled on his seat to stare me in the eye, "No." 


| sat back, "Oh right, well good She didnt deserve you Duff, ya know? You're a real awesome guy, she should've 
considered herself lucky," | said, with a stern nod and guzzle of my Jack Daniels 


‘ts been, how long? Two months now since Mandy's been gone. Ive learnt fo cope with her not being around now, 
and it isn't so bad | don't have to keep asking my friends fo leave cause she can't get to sleep at night, and stuff. 
So thats pretty cool," He smiled, eyes lighting up lke Christmas decorations 

"Whatever keeps you happy, babe," | laughed 

l went to take another giant gulp out of my glass when | realised | was out. Duff was out as well 

Í fapped the bar table and watched as the barman walked over, still cleaning the same glass 

‘Another round guys?" He asked 


l looked at Duff, who grinned impishly. | got the message. 


"l should damn think so." 


~*~ Two hours later~ *~ 


'Duff.hey Duff" | shouted into the blondes ear 

‘Slash, don't yell" Duff screamed back, equally as loud 

| snggered, chucklng furiously in short gasps as | guiped back the last of my twenty-first whiskey glassful of JD. 
| was drunk 

Very drunk 


l lolled my head heavily to the side and | found myself staring off into the dance area A low down pit from the 
rest of the bar area where there was flashing lights and rock music banging through the speakers at full blast 


Right now, Rolling Stones were just ending and the music was dying out, ready for the next song to start up. 


Í stared down, vision slightly blurred But suddenly, a familiar person flickered into sight. 


İt was Axl, turning around and around with wild hair lke in Welcome to the Jungle. It was a funny, but disturbingly 
annoying sight. 


He wasn't even looking for me and here | was, barely able to keep myself straight while he gallivants off with some 
chick. Albeit there is no girl with him at the minute, but Im sure there's one nearby. Maybe even two. 


| turned around to look at Duff, who was staring aimlessly at his vodka and swirling it around with his finger. 
‘Hey Duff," | slapped his arm with the back of my hand 

"Yup?" He stared at me, eyes half open in a dreary nonchalance. 

"Were being absolutely boring," | announced to him. 

"Well. what do you suggest we do?" He hopped off his stool and pulled up his trousers, ready fo do something 


"Well," | followed his lead, hopping off my stool, '! think we should go down there and rock the fuck out!" I 
screamed, slapping his back. 


At that moment, a familar riff blasted out the stereo. My eyes widened and my back arched 
It was ‘Sweet Child o' Mine.’ 


| immediately ran down on to the dance floor, pivoting in and out of the dancing couples with Duffs hand laced 


with my own 

He stopped me quickly, standing still on the spot 

"Why are you stopping?" | asked 

"Well. why were you moving?" 

| shrugged and let go of his hand, scratching the back of my neck 

‘Look over there?" The bassist said, nodding his head in the drecton of a large red sofa that was holding two very 
tamiable' looking girls. One was a big-busted blonde with strawberry red Ipstick on and long legs. The other was a 
brunette, with a slightly smaller chest and a bit shorter 

They were out to mate 


| didn't particularly want to go over there, but Duff looked very drunkenly enthusiastic about the two girls. 


'Uh..okay then, lets go over there," | said, taking a deep breath and leading the way over, settling myself down 


beside the brunette and watching as Duff edged his way over to the blonde. 
Whoa, whoa, whoa Sweet Child o' Mine! 

The music blared in my ears, pin pricking me with guilt 

The brunette was looking me up and down and suddenly said, "Hi" 

| looked at her and smiled, "Hey darlin." 

She giggled, "lm Tina..are you..are you who I think you are?" 

| frowned in disappointment, silently wishing she didn't recognise me. 

‘Are you..Slash!?" She gasped, putting a hand to her chest 

"Yeah," | laughed quietly. 


‘Oh my Gawd! This is Sweet Child o' Mine! | dont believe its youl Hey, is Axl anywhere? Oh, where is he. ls he still 
with that girl, Erin Everly? If he's not would he go out with me?" 


| shook my head at the amount of questions. Listen Bitch keep your godamn manicured hands off my fucking Axi! 


"Yes..he is still with Erin." | smiled, pleased with my lie. Axl and Ern had actually been on a ‘break’ for some time 
now. A little thing that the press hasnt yet found out and Axl is hoping they don't 


"Oh," she pouted disappointingly. 


Í looked over to Duff and the blonde girl, who | found to be called Debra, since between mouthfuls of her skin Duff 


was moaning her name. 
| sneered, disgusted by it all 


Debra didn't hear my snort of disgust, neither dd Tina But as | did, Duffs eyes shot open and he slowly pushed 
Debra away. 


| stared at hm and licked my Ips slowly, almost erotically without even meaning to make it erotic. 


There was suddenly a shrill scream coming from beside me, and a small redhead settled down between Tina and 


me. 


My drunken vision clicked into focus and saw it fo be Axi, staring misty eyed from me to Tina; who was jumping 
up and down in excitement. 


‘Oh my God, its Axl!" Tina beamed, shuffling closer to the red-haired singer, who smiled pleasantly. 
"Hello," he was surprisingly nice tonight. 

‘Can | have your autograph, please?" She asked, searching for a piece of paper. 

Axl looked at me and smiled, eyes glittering in the different coloured lights 

‘Hey Slash" 

l tried to look as indifferent as possible, "Hi Axe," | took a puff off my cigarette. 


When Tina couldn't find a piece of paper, she took a desperate last resort and yanked off her top, revealing a lacy 


red bra underneath 

h all surprise | dropped my drink and couldnt beleve what had happened 

"Holy shit!" Axl shuffled back into me, slightly amazed 

She handed him a pen and her shirt which he signed frantically before taking my hand and yanking me off the sofa 
He threw the shirt back to her and before | knew it where | was, | was being pushed out a back door into the 


middle of a grimy alley, pressed up against a dirty wall and being kissed fiercely. Axis lps pressed against mine in a 
determined tackle for control. I laughed against him before putting my hand behind his neck and bringing him closer. 


Disclamer: these people arent mine and im making no money from these fics. 


Love triangle. 


| entered band practice the next day with a dopey smile plastered on my face, sucking on a cigarette and feeling 
generally good about life. | just wanted to hug everyone, lke | usually do when I get laid 


Í stepped over a half full can of beer and stood in the middle of the room, looking around at all the other band 
members that were framed around me; izzy was smoking in the corner with Axl, both sharing a bottle of Jack 
Daniels and smoking the same cigarette. | didn’t like all this ‘sharing’ between them. It seemed a little too intimate 
for my liking 


| walked over fo them and pulled a packet of cigarettes out of my pocket, handing a single one to zzy and saying, 


‘Come on buddy, we're famous now. We don't need fo share each others cigarettes anymore," | smiled and slapped 


him playfully on the cheek 
zy grimaced at me but took the cigarette nonetheless 


Í looked at Axi, who was staring at me with a half opened mouth, teeth bared slightly making him look almost 


furious with me. 


Í stood up, ignoring him and walking over to the other side of the room, my good mood slowly fizzling away with 
every second | looked at the two. 


How the hell am | supposed to treat this guy!? | mean seriously, one minute he's devouring me in the back alley of 
a stingy strp club, the next minute he's sneering at me in band practice. He might not want fo mix business with 
pleasure? But fuck, he could at least let me know what's going on with us? | don't want to be hanging around for 
him if he's got no plans to come to me. | could be out laying some fine chick, but instead Im here, gritting my 
teeth together and digging my nails into the sofa so that | don’t go over there and rip the singers hair out because 
he's teasing me so fucking much! 


/ was just on the brink of losing control when Duff strolled in, wearing a massive top hat on his head, which | 


immediately recognised as mine. 

Something in me wanted to scream that he had actually taken my hat. | mean, my hat is ike my child! Taking my 
hat is lke taking my child. But the fact that Duff was the one with my hat just prevented me from saying 
anything 

‘Hey Slash," Duff smiled, planting himself down beside me and laying his blonde head on my shoulder. 


| smiled, taking in the strong scent of coconuts and liquor that was emanating from him. 


"Hi Duff," | whispered so that only he could hear it 


He looked up at me with big brown eyes and smiled 
"What you been doing today then?" Duff asked, taking my bottle from me and taking two long swigs from it 


| frowned slightly at the amount of alcohol that had been taken from me, but soon forgot it when Duff was 


nuzzling his face into my chest and closing his eyes. 
"Duff, did you go to sleep last night?" | asked, shaking him slightly. 
He sniggered and pushed his face further into me, like a cat 


‘No, and now Im fucking exhausted," he announced, wrapping his arms around my waist and moving his face up into 
my neck 


| laughed nervously, "Well then why dont you go to bed?" | asked. 

"Youre much more comfortable," he whispered, making sure neither Axl nor lzzy could hear. 
My stare drifted from the blonde to Axi, who was still in the corner laughing with Izzy. 

| gasped as | felt Duffs lps secretly travelling up my neck. 

‘Oh my God!" | hissed before being able to stop myself. 

Duffs head flung around quickly to make sure Axl and Izzy didnt hear it. 

‘Keep quiet bitch!" He hissed, continuing fo kiss up my neck gently. 

"Duff, no. We shouldn't be doing this, were not gay!" | lied 

He laughed, "Youre right, we're not, are we?" he said sarcastically, 


"No!" | assured him. 


"Well, | dont lke the ferm ‘gay. | mean, | dont prance around wanting to be a woman | just think guys are fucking 
hot," He laughed, "God, five years ago Id never think Id be saying that," he sniggered 


"Du ff L-, " 
He pressed his lps gently to mine, shutting me off in mid-sentence. | was resilient at first, but soon enough the 


overwhelming aroma of coconuts and liquor overpowered me, and | was like a puppet on strings and totally within 


the bassist's control 


{ts funny how a person can go from the puppeteer to the puppet all because of that one person they can't resist 
Or in my case, the two people | cant resist 

Fuck me, now | know what Metallica meant by Master of the Puppets’ 

Except when they wrote it | don't thnk my situation is what they were talking about 

"Duff?" | pulled back away from the blondes touch and looked into his eyes 

They were wide and almost scared looking 

"What?" 

And there it was. | saw it right through him. And the thing | saw was fear. Fear of rejection Fear of rejection trom 
another person in his Ife, afraid that someone else would push hm away. And damn if | was going to be the one 


that made him feel rejected 


Í looked over to Axl He looked up from his cigarette and stared straight at me..but it looked more lke he was 
looking through me. 


te this about Axl?" Duff whispered to me, "You two are fucking arent you?" 

I was slightly amazed by the conclusion Duff had came to, and before | could stop myself I had already nodded 
s okay Slash," He smiled at me, and lifted himself from the sofa, offering me a hand to pull myself up with 

I took it with only a bit of hesitation and found myself in the blonde's arms because Id trpped 

He laughed and pulled me out of the room, pinning me up against the corridor wall and stitching his Ips with mine. 
I was absolutely amazed 


He pulled away only fo smile at me impishly and whisper, "Axl will never find out." 


Disclamer: These characters aren't mine. 


Are you Jealous? 


| opened my eyes and devoured the morning sun through the translucent curtains. | stretched out my hand to grab 
the covers beside me, only to find that what | grabbed was actually a flat, taught surface of skin 


All forms of exhaustion disappeared as my eyes shot open and the events of last night came flashing back to me 
in bright, blinding colours. 


I looked over and saw Duff lying there, head buried in the pillows and hair splayed over the cushion as a ray of 


light shone on him, making his face same like porcelain against the black bed covers 
My jaw dropped open and my fears were confirmed. Duff and I had rocked each other's world last night. 
My body heat rose about fifty degree's and panic started to rise in my throat as | wondered what | would do if 


anyone were fo walk in here and see us; a sight that the tabloids would feast on for years and years to come. Oh 


yeah, | could see it now on every newspaper and in every magazine: 
BAD BOYS IN GUNS: BANG!" 


‘Oh Jesus," | muttered, going deeper into thought about the imaginary magazine article | was practically writing in 
my own head. 


/ was so Terrified and enveloped in fear | didn't even noticed that Duff was awake and watching me as | combed 


back my hair frantically and muttered crazy, nonsensical mumbo-jumbo to myself. 

/ only realised he was awake when a gentle hand placed itself on my arm and started patting it comfortingly. | 
looked down into the bassist's hazel eyes and cocked my head to the side. He laughed and sat up against the 
headboard beside me, elbowing me in the side of the arm playfully and tucking back a strand of blonde hair. He 
seemed a bit nervous, lke he didn’t know what to do. 

! laughed anxiously, 

‘Um..so.." | started, shrugging slightly. 

"Breakfast?" Duff grinned widely. It was just lke him to be thinking of his stomach at a time like this 

Í slowly turned my head to face him, my face a portrait of mild disbelief. 


He shrugged, "What?" 


"Breakfast? breakfast? " 


He nodded, as if the idea was perfect 


| sighed, "But..aw fuck it, why not?" 
| shuffled off the bed and slid on my trousers that had been strewn carelessly on the floor. 


Duff did the same and when I saw him in the tight leather | couldn't help but lick my lips hungrily. How could he be 


so fine? 


He pulled on a shirt and flpped his hair out of the back, smiling slightly as his blonde waves got caught in the 


necklace he was wearing 

He stared at me while he reached his hand back and tried to untangle the hair from the metal chain 

"Ouch, fucking hurts," he winced 

"Here, let me help," | suggested, going back and trying to get his hair out of this painful predicament it was in 

l ifted up the peroxide mane and started fo carefully pull out different strands of blonde from his necklace until it 
was all untangled But | didn’t just drop the hair that was all clumped together in my hand, instead | just stood and 
looked at the back of his neck 

İt was the most erotic thing | had ever seen in my life. It was so well shaped and smooth and touchable. 

Í closed my eyes and tried to stop myself from passing out with the heat. | wrapped my arms around his waist 
and brought my lps to the back of is neck, his hair still twisting and twirling around my hand lke a thousand little 
snakes. | could hear him give out a small moan that was followed by a litte chuckle as | moved around to the nape 


of his neck and up until my lps met with his in a strong, intoxicating, liquor soaked kiss 


/t was only until a few minutes later that | realised Duff was leading me backwards down the hotel corridor and 


we were standing in mid-kiss at the elevator doors that were just about to open up. 
/ pulled away and gasped, 


Fuck Duff! There could be anyone here!" | said, wiping the back of my arm along my mouth, removing the kiss as 
if this would delete it having happened in the first place. But it didn't 


‘Don't worry Slash, Axls downstairs with the rest of the band He doesnt suspect anything, Im serious," Duff 
giggled, pulling a cigarette out of one of his pockets and a lighter out of the other, "Besides, we were only messing 
around," 


| rolled my eyes; Id heard that line foo many times before. 


"Though.." Duff continued, looking at the tp of his cigarette wonderingly as the doors of the elevator opened behind 


him and we both stepped in 


"Though what?" | asked, feeling slightly claustrophobic as the elevator doors closed shut behind us and we began fo 


descend downward 

"Though..even though we were only messing around,’ it did mean something special.. mean, you weren't just a one- 
night, cause we have band practice and shit, but..it was..it was good," Duff nodded, face a mixture of seriousness 
and nervousness. 


Uh..yes," | squirmed, sighing with relief as the elevator doors slid open and freed me. 


As soon as we entered the dining area of the hotel, | immediately spotted Axi, Izzy and Steven sharing a table 
near the door with a few girls that | hadn't met before. 


| turned around fo see where Duff had gone and saw him heading down another section of the corridor that lead 
fo our Meeting room’ 


"Duff" | shouted after him. He turned and shrugged, leaning on his leg and resting a hand gently on his hp, 


"What?" 


"Where are you going, dude?" | sighed, annoyed at my abandonment only minutes after we had been kissing in the 


corridor. 

'Um..groupies dude," he shuffled 

"ARE YOU FUCKING KIDDING MEI?" | shouted a Iittle too loudly. 

"Slash, shut the fuck up!" He hissed angrily, a severe charge from the smiling Duff | was used to seeing 


"Whoa dude!" | put up my hands in defence and could only moan pathetically as | watched the best guy in the 


entire fucking world walk away fo go meet some fucking groupie! 


| turned and stared back into the dining room, taking a deep breath and going into the room to sit beside the rest 
of the band 


zy was sitting quietly beside Axl, who was chatting very closely to this blonde bimbo bitch that was laughing and 
flicking her hair into his face. 


l rolled my eyes over to look at the girl beside Steven, who looked more or less the same as the other. 


They're all the same, groupies 


Í glared as Axl practically watered at the mouth as he watched the girl slide on to his lap. 

He stared at me and grinned impishly, in a Look what Ive got way, or in a ‘Are you Jealous,’ way. 
| sneered at him in disgust and mouthed the words, fuck you' to him. 

He blew me a kiss 

He's such a fucking dick! 


Í was absolutely revolted when | realised | was painfully jealous of that blonde bimbo on his lap. | mean, | don’t want 
fo be on his lap but | wanted to be close fo him at the minute. 


‘So Slash, what have you been doing all day?" Steven giggled, "Or..should | say, all night?" He grinned 
"Huh?" 


"l heard some funny noises coming from your room last night..somebody really rocked your world dude. How much 
was she?" He smiled 


There was a loud thud and a squeak. | turned around and saw that the girl Axl was holding had dropped to the 
floor and he was standing up, eyes a hellish and jealous blaze. Hs teeth were gritting together, 


"What?!" He hissed 


"Cmon Slash? How much did that bitch you were sleeping with cost?" | turned back to Steven, who was lazing back 


on a reclining chair with a cigar in his mouth and beer in his hand. 

Í got angry with him suddenly, 

‘Hey, he's..! mean, she's not a fucking ‘hitch’ and I didn't pay for her!" | screamed, hands flying into my hair. 
Steven sat up in mild interest, "You didnt? So she screwed you for free? Dude, righteous," Steven chuckled 


| shook my head irritated and looked up to Axi, who had sat back down but, instead of inviting the girl onto his 
knee, he was fighting her away. 


"Bitch, fuck off, Im not in the mood anymore!" He snapped at the pathetic mess of blonde and fake tits on the 


ground. 
‘But baby, what's the matter?" She whined. 


"Youre not what | want at the minute," He stared at me suggestively 


But | repeated the words fuck off to hm with my eyes about two thousand and ten times already. 
"Well baby, what do you want?" She persisted, grabbing his hand only to be shaken off again 


‘Listen, just back off bitch, | dont need you at the fucking minute. Just leave me alone with my fucking band!" He 
screamed, hair flying out of his bandana in a crazed fluff. 


She stood up on her ten-inch high heels and sulked, "Fine, go fuck your band then!" She huffed and stomped off. 


‘Bitch is gonna get a black eye if she isn’t careful," Axl threatened, smashing his fist on the armchair and getting up 
fo follow her. 


God knew | hated the sluts that were all replicas of each other and the last thing | wanted to do was defend them. 
But Axl was fucking drunk and he'd do anything 


| quickly got up to follow him 
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Jealous-sea 


As | clambered up the stairs to the second floor-the floor where Axis room was situated- | could feel my 
stomach start to eat itself in anticipation. | knew that | had to be prepared for anything with him. | could have been 
walking in on him shouting at this girl and not far from fearing his hair out by the roots, or | could walk in on him 
ready to fuck her brains out. | just promised to myself that either way, | couldnt throw a fit; whether it is in 


anger..or heart-crunching jealousy. 


| ran my fingers along the whitewashed wall of the hotel corridor and felt all the cracks and crevices in it. For such 
a grand hotel, the plaster was pretty shoddlly done. But | guess | didnt really care about the walls. They were just 


something fo focus on- Take my mind away from the fact that | was only three doors away from Axis room. 
| looked down the hallway to the very end and saw if. Room 336 


As | looked at the gold numbers on the wooden door, written in italics and shining out from all the rest of the 
doors in the entire world, | felt my entire body cringe and my hand curl up into a nervous fist. | wanted to run up 
fo his door and kick it open, but then again | also wanted to run away from it. | wanted fo run away from him and 
forget about tus‘ and just let it go. But the insolent man in me would not let me move. | had to go and see what 
Axl was doing because my curiosity would kill me. 


So | inhaled a deep breath and took the first step. After that step my legs just clicked into motion like a mindless 
mannequin and they took a life of their own It wouldn't have mattered if | did want to turn back now because my 
legs wouldn't let me. They travelled faster and faster until | was up at the door, my eyes glowing with emerald 
Jealousy just thinking of him screwing that slut, and yet I didn’t know if he was screwing her or not. My imagination 
was filling in the blanks 


My fingers curved around the handle, pushed it down and I burst into the room. 


My fears were reality, and my jealousy was at boiling point. This catastrophic combination of sex and jealousy did 


not combine well, so all | could do was boil over. 

| heard a low growl form in the bottom of my throat and let loose into the room as Axl stood staring at me, the 
bitch underneath him about to receive what she had coming from the moment she got Axl all hot and flustered 
downstairs. She was ready to receive a good fuck 

Axl wearily pulled up his trousers again and turned to face me, eyes weak and tired and lust-filled 

‘Right Anna, get up, its not going to happen," He announced to her and scowled at me. 


| folded my arms and shot him a tf that bitch wasnt here you'd be dead! look. 


She turned to me and did the same scowl Axl had gave to me only seconds ago. A scowl that said ‘You just ruined 


my chance at sex 


She yanked her skirt up to her waist and pulled her mini-backpack up to her shoulders and walked out the door, 
shoving past me fo indicate she didn't even know me but she detested me anyway. And | detested her foo. 


"Yeah, tuck off bitch," | screamed, pushing her harshly out the door for the rest of the way she had fo go, 


slamming it as soon as she was fully out 


‘Listen sweetheart, | don’t see why the Jealous shp has set sail for you, cause | fuck girls all the time," Axl 


shrugged, walking over fo me and linking his slender arms around my neck. 

| pushed him off He should know when to keep his motherfucking distance. 

He smirked slightly, 

"Fs fucking hot when your all worked up and jealous," he smiled a toothy grin, brushing back a lock of his hair. 
‘Shut up," | shouted, the anger in me mixing with the jealousy. Again, a brutal combination 

"Whoa, okay," He laughed, putting up his hands. 

| walked over to him and pushed him down on the sofa, the anger in me having to be fulfilled, "listen up closely 
bitch, because | dont like to repeat myself! If | see you with some motherfucking cunt again, youll be so sorry for 
it" 

He tried to sit up but I quickly shoved my boot-clad foot down on his chest, pushing him further into the seat 


‘lm not done yet, fuckhead! Now, Im tired of you being such a prick fo me. It doesn't work anymore, it used to be 
cute but its getting old" 


Hs face was stil, no emotion seeming to be there at all. | was growing frustrated from his lack of heart, 
Fuck Axi, do you love me at all?" | asked, "Do you love me the fuck at alll?" 
Again, he did nothing He said nothing 


‘Ml fell you what..If you do love me. Show me," | took my foot from his chest and planted it back on the ground, 


‘Go on..show me." 
He didn't get up immediately, his face lay motionless and his eyes traced my image and the outline of my body. 


When I finally thought that he wasn’t going to do anything, | said, "Whats the matter Axl. Dont even lke me 


enough to move?" 


Hs eyes turned fo ice and he raised himself from his chair, walking to me and looking up into my eyes. There was 
nothing there, and yet there was everything And in all the haywire contusion that lies behind Axis eyes, | couldnt 
figure out if anything was love. 


He put a hand up behind my neck and curled his fingers around my hair. He grinned brightly, the first real smile 


that wasn't patronising or sneering that | had seen from him in months 


He brought his lps up to mine and pressed into me softly. Hs hand moved from my neck down fo my side and so 
dd his other hand to my other side. 


My heart sped up with everything he did, and I could feel his breathing quicken against me. He was so fragile, and 
yet | was thinking this about Axl Rose. The badass from Lafayette, the guy who beat someone up for referring him 
fo Bon Jovi Who knew he could be this tender, caring, affectionate and soft? | didn't 


He moaned finally and | wrapped my arms tightly around him, trapping his arms and enabling them to move 
anywhere from where they were right now. | guess it was my way of preserving the moment. After all, how many 


of these moments were there in a lifetime? I? 2? And yet everyone takes these small moments for granted 


Finally, | unleashed my arms from their boa constrictor grasp on him and he slowly pulled away, retaining the gaze 


they had before he kissed me. 


Hs lusty, half lidded eyes went as quick as they came, and the steel stare reappeared, totally destroying the 


illusion of the caring Axl that only in a few short seconds, | had grown to love more. 

"You see you fucker! | can be fucking nice," He hissed, shoving passed me and out the door, slamming it behind him 
Just like the woman before him. I liked to think he fled from fear of the actual intimacy there was in that kiss 
Something | don't think Axl nor | had ever experienced before. 

When | gained my composure again, | thought that Id better leave before Axl came back, so | fled the room and 
walked down the hall, making my way fo my own room. 

Suddenly, before | knew what had happened, | had walked into someone and was lying flat out on the ground and 
staring up at a blurred image of a guy standing over me. 

When my vision clicked into focus | saw a blonde man waving a hand on front of my face. 

‘Slash, its Duff, can you hear me?" He asked, grabbing my arm. 

"Huh?" 

‘tts DUFF" He repeated, "CAN YOU HEAR ME!" 


‘Ahhh YES! God Duff, | was dizzy, not deaf!" 


He chuckled, "Sorry, got carried away." 
"Yeah well. Anyway, whatre you doing outside my room door?" | asked, standing up and rubbing my head 
"What do you thnk?! I was looking for youl" He smiled, patting my back 

"You were? Why?" 

"| don't know, we could hang out or something," he shrugged 

I raised my eyebrows, "Hang out?" 

He laughed, "God Slash, do you have to make it so fucking obvious that you know what Im talking about?" 
| smiled, "Im flattered but-;" 


And before | could answer | was cut off from his lps being pressed to mine. 
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Indecision 


| pulled my hair back from my eyes with a cap that had been left on Duffs writing desk. | had no idea why on 
earth Duff might require a writing desk, because he never wrote fo anyone, nor did he care much for writing in 
general. Or, if he did like writing he never said anything about the subject to me. He more-or-less stayed associated 
with his love affair with the bass guitar and his music. 


| looked from the Oak wood desk to the sleeping Duff on the bed, panic rushing through every vain in me as | 
brought the sunglasses down from my head to my eyes, trying in a vain attempt to maybe blur the truths of 
reality so that they became unimportant. 


But ths attempt at trying to trick real life fact was truly in vain, because nothing had changed; my nerves still 
stuck fo the inside of my stomach and Duff stil laid-beautiful as ever- on the bed, his hair dishevelled because | 
had been ravishing it with my fingers all night and his back was mildly bruised (also the work of my harsh fingers.) 


Lust is a very brutal feeling, and can make many an individual turn from a calm, reasonable person into a ravenous 


animal 
| couldn't stay here. 


My hands travelled down my chest to the contours of my stomach and grabbed at it. | was feeling almost sick. | 
wasn't sure about anything because both Duff and Axl had me so torn. They both had me enraptured by their 


simplest movements, and either could have me whenever they desired 


| walked across the soft, white carpeting over to the door, taking a final look at Duff before quietly tip-toeing out 
of the room and taking to my heel down the hallway, keeping my head down all the while as | walked 


As | got further away from Duffs room, my pace fell to a slow walk and | corrected my posture into a mild 
hunch, taking in all the grandeur of this spectacular hotel Forgetting about the shoddy wall work that | had so 
critically noticed before. 


| reached into my jeans pocket and pulled out a cigarette, lighting it with a candle that had been set up at either 
end of the hotel corridor in medieval style candlestick holders, illuminating the hallway with a tiny glow that would 
fake the place of light until the morning sun came. 


it was very early morning now, though | had no idea what time it was exactly. Something fold me it wasnt far 
past four am. because the sun had not yet risen 


Í stopped outside the elevator, pressing the down arrow and waiting until the doors slowly sld open 


| walked in, ignoring the No Smoking’ sign on the wall and puffing away, leaning back against the mirror that filled the 
whole back of the elevator. 


Finally the descent from the top floor was finished, and the doors slid open once again fo let me out 
| walked quickly down another long twisting corridor until | came face to face with the inevitable, room 336, 


| rubbed the back of my neck nervously, before taking my knuckles and banging them lightly against the door 
before stepping back so that | wasn't going to be in the face of whoever opened it 


After fifteen seconds of hell, waiting for someone to open the damn door, | finally was looking into the eyes of the 
only person | wanted to be with at the minute. 


"Axl." | breathed his name, my shoulders suddenly relaxing- even though I didn't realise they were tensed before 


Just now. 


"Yeah," he leant against the doorframe, one hand on his hp as he chewed on some sort of gum. | never even 
realised he liked gum. 


"Youre chewing something," | stated the obvious, feeling all the more stupid for doing so. 


"I know," He blew a big bubble, which soon popped and was dragged back into his mouth for him to continue chewing 


in that slow, sensual way he does it 

"I hate gum," he continued, walking back into his room and settling himself on a big, luxurious, red sofa 
| followed, closing the door behind me and sitting down beside him. 

"Whyte you chewing it then?" | asked 

‘Because Im stressed," he replied bluntly, blowing another bubble. 

‘Ever heard of a stress ball?" 

"What are you doing here, Slash?" He turned to face me; his steel eyes were so probing 


"ljust wanted fo clear the air, ya know? See if you're alright," | explained, shuffling closer to him and clearing my 
throat 


‘Sure you did," he laughed sarcastically, spitting out the gum to the other end of the room and right into the bn | 
blinked twice, astonished 


dd Axl, | hate it when your mad at me..its annoying" | remarked, taking out the cigarette from my mouth which 
had now turned into a long stick of ash, "And..also, | think we need to talk about a few things." 


He stared at me, shifting around to get a better look at me and leaning on his elbow, curling a finger around his 
chin thoughtfully. 


"What do we need to talk about?" He asked, with all the innocence of a child 
"That kiss, Axi! It wasn't normal, was it? | mean, Ive never kissed a chick like that and | dont think you have 
either," | was adamant on this fact, | was planted firmly in my theory that he was just too freaked out by 


intimacy. 


‘Slash, | kiss chicks lke that all the time," he laughed, looking up thoughtfully at the bright illumination of the light 
bulb hanging from the ceiling 


| was amazed It couldnt be true, he had to be lying, because there was no way | was going To be made to believe 


that Axl fooled every single girl into feeling the way | do about him right now. 
‘Stop lying," | muttered, shaking my head. 
‘How do you know if Im lying or not?" he sneered protectively, "You have no idea how | feel!" 


He hauled himself from his chair and stood up on front of me, his hands flying all over the place frantically, and 


him in a heated debate of how | would never know him. 
Í stood up and put my hand over his mouth He stopped, and his eyes were prickling with furious anger. 


‘I know you better than youd like to think anyone could," | explained fo him, and watched with a sinful pleasure as 
his hard, uncaring gaze turned soft: 


| laced my hand with his; only now noticing with touch that he was weaning rings. 
"No," he moaned as | kissed along his neck, "Nobody knows." 

"do," | insisted 

"You can't," he argued 


‘Fuck, why do you have to make everything into an argument," | pulled away from him, only to be clutched back 


against him with one powerful hand and have my lps pressed fo his in a harsh, passionate, smoky kiss. 


The kiss was obsessive and beautiful, like being on heroin for hours and hours, just experiencing the powerfulness of 


this one, adoring moment. 


But like all good things, it came to an end as he pulled fervently on my bottom lp before pulling away completely 
and leaning his head on my chest. 


| panted for a minute before he said, 
think you should go now, babe." 


| rapped my arms around him tightly, holding him, constricting him, preserving the moment until | finally had to nod 
and let him go, pulling my cap off and giving it To him, 


"Keep it," | whispered 
‘But why?" Hs eyes were the image of contusion as he stared at me, cap clutched against his heart. 


"l dunno, there's just something romantic about it, | quess..in a cheesy, Hollywood kinda way," | smirked, walking over 
fo his door and stepping out back into the hallway. 


He led me out, placing the cap on his head 
'H see you some other time, right?" he asked 
"Yeah, band practice," | laughed. 

‘Oh. yeah," he nodded, "Thats right" 


| nodded back at him, and with a final peck on the lps, | walked away. 
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For now, and forever. 


| pulled the bike out of the back of the four bus and set it carefully down on the ground. Since | had nothing at all 
better fo do, | decided that now would be as good a time as any fo get reacquainted with an old friend of mine 


called extreme sports. 


Ever since | was a kid ve loved BMX | mean, what's better than soaring up that ramp and doing a 360 degree 
furn in mid-air before coming crashing back to the ground again. The thrill of defying gravity for a few moments, 
and then the fear of what might come next. Will you land it or will you smash your face into the concrete ground 
below? 


| hopped onto the mountain bike with little effort and began to cycle around the back of the hotel Nobody was 
here since it was affer dark, and all the backlights had been turned on, giving the lawn a yellow illumination, 


This back yard was more of a giant concrete slab that was decorated with some amount of grass and maybe a 


few flowerbeds. But all this shrubbery of sorts, they were all out of my way and didnt interfere with my biking 
The quests in the hotel rarely, if ever, came out here, because it just destroyed the entire mood of the grand 
hotel that was inside. This ‘backyard’ was nothing special, and was basically a gloomy, if not creepy, addition to this 
otherwise splendid palace. 


| pulled the front wheel of my bike up into the air until | was only balancing on my back wheel, but | soon lost my 
equilibrium and | had to put my foot down on the ground to stop myself from falling over. 


| heard a low laughter come trom behind me and | froze completely still How dare anyone laugh at me! Stupid 
punks! 


| turned myself slowly around to face whoever was spying on me. 


When | saw who it was, the scowl that was originally on my face vanished and turned into a half-smile and a slow 
laugh escaped my lps 


"Heya," | muttered, scratching the back of my neck nervously. 


Axl waved almost shyly from where he was leaning against the hotel's sidewall and made his way towards me, 


moving with a catlike charm. 
My left arm was numb with having to hold up the entire bike on its own, since my other hand was busy scratching 
my neck. | was always itchy when | was nervous, and the only time | was ever nervous was when Axl and me 


were alone. 


"Youre still into that bike stuff, yeah?" Axl crossed his arms over his chest and nodded his head in the bicycles 


general direction 


| laughed and nodded slightly, drumming my fingers on the handlebars and tapping my foot along with imaginary 


MUSIC. 


Axl raised his eyebrow at me before giggling again; covering his hand over his mouth but in no way hiding that fact 
that he was amused. 


"What?" | asked, observing him up and down 

He shook his head, "Hs just. that trick you were trying to do," he laughed 

I think | went crimson red at that point, and a smile couldnt help but spread across my face 
"Shut up," I laughed 

Make me," he replied teasingly 


‘Oh, feisty arent we?" | grinned, watching as he fook a few more steps closer to me until he was only a few 


centimetres away. 
There was a moment's silence when we just looked at each other, until Axl finally broke it, 


‘So..would you be able to fit two people on that thing?" Axl smirked, putting his hand on the bike seat before pulling 
himself on and taking the handlebars from my grasp. 


| laughed, "Maybe, but | won't be able fo sit down" 


He nodded "lm fine with that." 

My eyes widened and I took a step back, looking into his flaming hot eyes and seeing a reflection of myself. He was 
amazing, and in a way he made me feel lke a better person Even if he was no angel himself. 

‘So, you up for it?" He asked, looking down at the ground 

Before | could even think, my mouth had already answered, "Yeah, okay." 


So with that, | hopped on the bike with him and-even though | had nowhere to sit- managed to get my feet on the 
pedals and get the bike moving 


| had ridden a bike before with people on the back plenty of times. But it was always girls that were screaming if | 


tried to move the bloody thing Axl though, he didnt say anything. He just clutched against me, wrapping his arms 
around my waist and pressing his cheek into my back 


| smiled to myself as | got faster and faster and still the singer said nothing, just clutched to me tighter and I 
never wanted him fo let go for the entire world | never wanted him to hold anyone else lke he held me. 

| took in a deep breath and suddenly, pulled on the handlebars so that the front wheel of the bike lifted up again 
Axls fingers were digging into my side as he realised what | was doing, and a small gasp fluttered out of his lips 


| knew the weight on the back of the bike would pull us down eventually, so | had fo again stop us and plant my 
foot firmly on the ground and the bike halted to a sharp stop. 


Axl dismounted the bike first and I second, dropping it to the ground as | did When I turned around to face Axl, his 
eyes were wide and mysterious and | couldn't help but reach out and stroke the back of my knuckles across the 
side of his face. 


He stepped forward and forced his lips on mine with an eagerness that astounded me. | put my hands on his 
shoulders and pushed him down so that we were both on our knees. Im not sure why I did if, | guess it was just an 
act of impulse on my behalf: But he didn't argue. 


One of his arms looped around the back of my neck while the other rested casually on my heart. He no doubt 
wanted to feel how fast it was going, and he wasn't going fo be disappointed because my heart was racing like a 
fucking horse. | could practically feel it trying to bang out of my chest and this just enflamed Axi's eagerness. 

The faster my heart beat the more he pushed himself into me, his heat driving me wild as our mouths fought for 


dominance. We were primal in our love, and it was real. What both of us had in each other was so raw and 


passionate that it had to be real 


When both of our mouths were exhausted from fighting each other, we just embraced tightly. Each one of us 
faking in the others scent and being 

Hs hands clawed into my t-shirt and | could feel his nails on my skin, while his right arm still stayed looped around 
my neck 

And when | started fo kiss down on his shoulder, | could hear his voice whisper in my ear, 

"Dont cheat on me." 


| brought my gaze up to his and squinted, "What?" 


Hs eyes were large and passionate, but also filed with a certain amount of sadness, "Please don't cheat on me," he 


repeated. 


it was a side of him Id never seen before in all the years of our friendshp. It was the side of him that protected 
his heart 


At first | had no idea why hed think Id ever cheat on him. But as | opened my mouth to question him, | 


remembered something so obvious | wanted to hit myself: Duff. 
He knew about Duff and me. 
Oh Jesus, how stupid could | have been that | thought Ax! wouldn't know! Of course he knew! 


Í looked at him for a minute, and it was now | had to decide. Was it going to be Axlor Duff? 


Axl. the guy Ive wanted for years, the guy who wants me. l.l love him, ya know. But | cant always deal with his 


mood swings? Can |? 
Duff: He's so sweet and loving, and he's been through Hell with this divorce of his. | love him too..but he's not Axl 


| looked at the redhead, whose grp on my neck had tightened somewhat and his eyes were forceful as they 
sparkled in the artificial light, and | said, 


| wont cheat on you." 
He relaxed and his eyes softened, then he pressed his Ips to mne again to continue our quest for dominance. 
And all that | could thnk of was 

What am I gonna tell Duff? 


wv 


The next day | woke up alone in my room, reminding me that Axl didn’t spend the night and, with that, making me 


feel a terrible loneliness. 


| pulled myself off the bed and got dressed in a pair of tight leather trousers and a black t-shirt that had the 
words Don't Drink and Drive! (You might spill your beer)’ on it. This t-shirt had to be my favourite t-shirt of all 
fime. | remember there was once when | was playing a game with my girlfriend, and one of the questions in the 
game was, "Who would be your perfect partner?" 

Of course, my girlfriend- Tna- expected me fo say her, but instead | said "Someone who has this t-shirt" She then 
threw a fit on me and stormed out of the apartment. We never officially broke-up but | never heard from her 


again. 

But anyway, Im getting sidetracked from my real problem. Today | had a giant ball of nerves in my stomach, 
because | had to tell Duff it was over, and | didnt know whether | was going to have to deal with a hurt best 
friend, or a broken nose. | really wasn’t sure how the bassist would react. 

| took the key to my room and a bottle of Vodka from the fridge and made my way down to Duffs room 
When I got there, | knocked three times on the door and waited patiently until the blonde opened. 


| was finally greeted with a pair of shining brown eyes and a small smile that broke over his angelic face as he 
stuck his thumbs into either one of his Jean's pockets 


He looked me up and down and then he looked himself up and down and seemed surprised to see he wasn't wearing 
a shirt 


"Shit, | should remember to put on a t-shirt in the momings," he laughed 
| nodded and smiled, ‘Hello to you foo." 
‘Oh, sorry. Heya" 


‘Can l.um..listen, we need to talk," | put on a serious face and handed him the vodka, hoping to make him drunk as 
possible. 


He smirked and gestured for me to come in, taking the vodka in one hand as | slid past him and into the lemon 


coloured room. 
| settled myself on the couch and watched as he glided over and flopped down beside me. 


He inspected the vodka and biinked twice, "Wow Slash, this is strong stuff. Anyone might think you'd want fo get 
me drunk," He laughed 


"Um..no," | faced away from him, 


He put a hand on my shoulder and forced me to look him in the eye, “All right, | know something's wrong. You 


seem tense." 
"Well..actually Duff there's something | need fo fell you-;" 


"Here, at least let me rub your shoulders. Its making me uncomfortable just watching you all..ya know..tense," he 
laughed slightly, and forced me fo tum around so he could get a better grp on my shoulders, and | didn’t try to 
stop him. 


"So, talk," he said, his hands massaging my shoulder blades. 

My eyes snapped shut with pleasure, "Um..well.." 

| felt a pair of lps come down on the back of my neck 

| groaned It felt so good 

But all | could think about was Axi's pleading, sad eyes and | suddenly just said, 

‘No, Duff, | cant" 

He stopped and pulled back, "Why not?" 

| turned to face him. Hs eyebrows were knotted in a mix between annoyance and confusion 
"Because..Because l.Axl, he-;" 


‘Oh right," Duff nodded in a type of understanding, and his face turned to the ground, "You and Axl are..oh | see, 
yeah." 


"Well.yeah | mean, | love you, but.tm./ don't want to use you, and." 

"No Slash, ya know, you don't have to explain," he stated, standing up and making his way over to the door. 

I stood up with hm, "Please don't hate me," | couldnt stop my Ips from saying it 

He faced me with forlorn eyes and said, "I don't" 

Then he opened the door and walked out with the aura of a ghost 

ae 

| spent about fifteen minutes lying on Duffs sofa, crying over what Id done. | hadn't cried since | was fucking 
thirteen, and I was crying now. | felt Ike a jerk and a pansy at the same time, and it was the worst feelng in the 


world. 


it was only a few minutes later when | decided to go and see where Duff was so that maybe he'd have had 
enough time to cool off and we could straighten this all out, and | might be able to re-establish our triendshp. 


| ran down the hallway, and took no time to wait for the elevator, but took the stairs 


| stepped down them two at a time and when | finally got to the last step, | ran into a waitress. Instead of 
apologising | just uttered a few curse words and ran away from her, past the lobby and on my way fo the bar, 
where | thought Duff might have went in all his depression 


When | got to the bar, | looked around for a while, and suddenly heard Duffs soft, yet unmistakable voice. But I 


couldn't see him anywhere. 


| walked further in and looked fo both sides. Stil no Duff in sight, but | could hear his voice and it sounded like he 
was very distressed Was he talking to himself? 


Thats when I heard another voice. A softer and calming, almost morbid sounding voice; Like a priest. 
But it wasn’t a priest. It was Izzy. 


| walked further into the bar until | finally saw a blonde and brunette, sitting on the sofa in the corner of the 


room, cigarette's in both their hands. 


zy was patting Duff's back sympathetically, his cushion lps in an open pout as he 'shhd' the hysterical blonde. 
| could hear them both, and see them both clearly. But neither of them noticed me in the least, 


| listened to Duff explain the whole thing to Izzy, then say, 
"Ya know Izzy, it's just so fuckin’ hard!" 


‘Don't worry, Duff You'll be okay, Im here for you, right?" Izzy replied, letting the bassist put his head on his 
shoulder and sigh a long, tired sigh 


‘ts okay Duff, Im here for you. Hl always be here for you." 


| looked at Izzy, and | watched as the brunette patted Duffs back lovingly and consolingly, and it was the first time 
| think Id ever respected him. Izzy was truly a saint in his own right. | can't believe it took me this long to notice. 


And as | looked from bassist to guitarist, | knew that Duff would be all right. After all, | wasn’t that big a loss was 
I? He could do a lot better. 


But for now, | was content with the fact that Duff was in safe hands. 


| looked at my watch and saw the time to be five thirty. | sighed and took a final look at Duff and zy before 
backing up, turning around and walking back out of the bar and up the stairs until | got to Axis room. 


He opened the door and smiled at me, bandana on his head along with the cap Id given him. 


"Heya," he said shyly, biting his bottom lp and gesturing for me to come in 


| couldnt help but laugh when | saw just how nervous the both of us were. We were like two teenagers on a first 
date; when the boy doesn’t know what to do with the girl and the grl is just as clueless. 


| shuffled with my hands for a few minutes before finally getting up the nerve fo put one hand on his shoulder. 
He looked at me oddly, and then did the same- taking his hand and putting it on my shoulder. And as we both 
stepped in to close the distance between us for now and forever, | couldn't help but notice the t-shirt he was 


wearing. 


Dont Drink and Drive (You might spill your beer) 


